Broken Arrows 


A pro-life poetry chapbook by 
J. C. Frank 


“Crown of thy youth, children are like arrows 
in a warrior 8 hand.” Psalm 126:4, Knox translation 
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Poetic Influence 


Miran Sutherland, miscarried at fourteen weeks 


Elegy for Miran Sutherland 


His earthly life a hundred days, 

He died inside his mother’s womb. 

His tiny eyes would never gaze 

On lights that earthly life illume. 

His doctor called him “medical waste;” 
His mother, shocked and horrified, 
Demanded labor start posthaste 

To hold in hand her child who died. 


No unformed clump of cells was he, 
With fingers, nail beds, boy parts, feet, 
Toes, earlobes, gums, and tongue; we see 
His human body wrought complete. 
Fully formed, his peaceful face 

Mirrored well his older brother. 

In Mama’s hand he lay in place 

Like Jesus by His grieving Mother. 


His photos shared around the earth 

Changed the minds of many mothers 

Of babies far too young for birth; 

His early death prevented others. 

Some kept their babies, now rejoice; 

Some women screamed, “What have I done?” 
So many ceased to be “pro-choice,” 

Their hearts repaired by one lost son. 
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God’s Finger on Whittaker Chambers 


My baby miracle so dear 

Smeared oatmeal on her face; 

I saw her perfect seashell ear, 

Curving like a vase, 

The pinkest little fiddlehead, 

In spiral like a scroll. 

How could blind chance, inert and dead, 
Make such a pretty bowl? 


My little Ellen is my heart 

That crawls in human shape. 

How could this masterpiece of art 
Be just a baby ape, 

Just random carbon molecules 
Assembled here by chance? 

Such bland beliefs are fit for fools, 
I gathered at a glance. 


This bubbled up against my will; 

I shooed the thought away. 

Such anti-Communistic swill 
Could lead me far astray. 

For if her ear was by design, 

Then Who was the Designer? 
Design must mean a Hand Divine; 
No other hand is finer. 


Through all that time, the thought remained 
As little Ellen grew. 

My faith in Godlessness grew strained; 
God slowly changed my view 

Through Ellen’s ear, which He designed, 
And now the angels sing— 

I left the Communists behind; 

I follow Christ my King. 
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Poets note: Whittaker Chambers (1901-1961) and his wife Esther had 
originally planned on an abortion. Had they gone through with ending 
Ellen ’s life, what a loss it would have been for everyone. Read more about 
them in his autobiography Witness. 


The Chambers family 


Left in the Cold 


His parents left him frozen cold, 
Three-hundred-plus degrees below. 
An embryo at five days old, 

For seven years, he’s ceased to grow, 
With bio-functions all detained; 

His house, a cryo-sleeper hole. 
Although too young to have a brain, 
He’s human life and has a soul. 


The lab conceived him on a plate 

With seven sisters, seven brothers, 

And gambled with implanting eight 
Into the body of his mother. 

She bore two kids, two years apart; 

Six others perished on the way, 

While six more, with him from the start, 
Have stayed in stasis to this day. 


Instead of their beloved son, 

He’ll be a snowflake in that room. 
There’s nothing more that can be done; 
He has no home but Mother’s womb. 
His parents call two kids enough; 
Three is too much, they want no more. 
He’d need the cash that buys their stuff, 
And in their minds, he’s just a spore. 


Rejected runt, no conscious mind, 
His whole life in a freezer pod. 
When he leaves his cells behind, 
Will his soul ascend to God? 


Poets note: In vitro fertilization requires the conception of multiple 
embryos so at least one may successfully implant into the mother properly. 


Elegy for the Child Never Conceived 


His would-be parents had but days; 
The procreative ship sat docked, 
And with the passengers’ delays, 
That ship is gone, forever locked, 
But if, instead, he’d been conceived 
And been allowed to live and die, 
His soul could one day be received 
In the embrace of God Most High. 


And hence it grieves my heart to see 
A child-shaped space unoccupied, 
Not running in the grass with glee, 
Nor leaning on his mother’s side, 
And no one in his space in bed 

To kiss goodnight while tucking in; 
No smiling face, no heart well-fed, 
No warm caress from hands to skin. 


When weighed against one human soul, 
No sacrifice too great to give 

Could ever be for such a goal 

That one’s own child may simply live. 
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The Ballad of the Heroic Mother 


A toddler into water fell 

And sank as quick as rock. 

At nine feet deep, she couldn’t yell 
Or jump or thrash in shock. 


Her mother heard the splash portend 
Her daughter’s water grave; 

She dove into the pool’s deep end, 
Her little girl to save. 


She grabbed her daughter, held her tight, 
And with a presto prayer 

Sprang toward the shimmering sun of white 
To give her girl some air. 


She held her up while sinking down, 
And knew to save her daughter 

That she herself might well soon drown 
So inched toward shallow water. 


Seconds before her lungs gave out, 

Her face felt heat and air. 

Her feet on ground, she breathed a shout: 
“Success!” An answered prayer! 


The whole crowd cheered the mom en masse; 
She gained a hero’s glory. 

She told the public-speaking class— 

I still think of the story. 
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The Banned Barbie 


For a little girl’s birthday, I shopped at the mall 
With my mother to pick the most suitable doll. 

We went to the Barbies and searching we started; 
Pink boxes stood high like the Red Sea when parted. 


A doctor, a teacher, an athlete, a nurse, 

A corporate executive, options diverse, 

The bewildering array still was missing one other: 
I noticed that Barbie was never a mother. 


No baby, no stroller, no pregnancy belly, 

No children around but a sister named Kelly. 
The boxes said, “You can be anything,” but 
The noblest career as an option was cut! 


Yet I'd love for a little girl somewhere to learn 
That her motherly wishes aren’t cause for concern 
Or a childhood phase she’Il be leaving behind, 

But a dream to encourage, and how she’s designed. 
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Censored Beauty 


The modern reader’s such a prude, 
He’ll brand me both depraved and crude 
If I should write about conception, 
Where sperm and egg become one flesh 
And both their genes together mesh 

To cause a human life’s inception— 
Unless I preach the modern creed 

That women just need men for seed. 


Without this prudishness of others, 

I’d write of pregnant and nursing mothers, 
Of how through womb (and later, breast), 
Just as her body’s made to do 

(Though saying so 1s now taboo), 

A mother feeds her honored guest. 

The only pregnancy they’ll fail 

To censor is a pregnant “male.” 


But God keeps calling me to write 

The Truth I see beneath His light. 

I won’t deign to accept a duty 

Not to trespass from the box 

Of placid verse that never shocks; 

I won’t stop writing truth as beauty. 

They always say, “Write what you know.” 
I know His Truth; that’s what I show. 


Let There Be Light 


A friend put forward that I write 
Of light that flashes at conception, 
Of fireworks when genes unite 

In the woman’s body, out of sight, 


And God decrees, “Let there be light!” 
And greets His child with great reception, 
And the zygote’s surface flashes white 

In space that’s darker far than night. 


My friend turned out not to be right, 
Fell victim to a science deception. 
Yet still, God sets each soul alight 
And in all His children takes delight. 


The Choice 


“I would happily give up absolutely any comfort or convienence [sic] to 
have my [then seven, now ten] children. I'd eat beans and rice in a trailer 
with them in a heartbeat.” Kendra Tierney, blogger at Catholic All Year 


I 


I could move out of my trailer 

Eat some meat and veggies too 
Buy a bed from a retailer 

Rent a penthouse with a view 

I could visit somewhere sunny 

Buy some clothes without the holes 
But instead I spend my money 
Raising ten immortal souls! 


II 


We live in a trailer and eat beans and rice. 

You say our ten children have made us too poor? 
Then the life of the rich comes at too high a price, 
For family’s the gift that shall always endure. 


“Decrease the Surplus Population!” 


“Decrease the surplus population!” 

I hear our modern Scrooges say. 

It’s preached all over every nation: 
“Decrease the surplus population! 
Defeat the scourge of procreation!” 
Though God commands a better way, 
“Decrease the surplus population!” 

I hear our modern Scrooges say. 


Child-Poor Homes 


The ghosts of children never made, 
In child-poor homes, I always see. 
One day, when I a visit paid, 

The ghosts of children never made 
All ran around the house and played, 
From ages eighteen down to three. 
The ghosts of children never made, 
In child-poor homes, I always see. 


How sad, the birth-control blockade, 
The ghosts of children never made, 
No children’s squeals to serenade, 
Locked out of life by parents’ key. 
The ghosts of children never made, 
In child-poor homes, I always see. 


They Have Our Genes 


They have our genes; they’re human beings, 
Our fifteen frozen embryos. 

Regardless of your disagreeings, 

They have our genes; they’re human beings. 
They must be born, by God’s decreeings, 
Be hugged, and play where water flows. 
They have our genes; they’re human beings, 
Our fifteen frozen embryos. 


The Blessing of Children 


Based on Psalms 127-128 


Unless the Lord the house shall build, 
The builders’ plans go unfulfilled. 
Unless the Lord the city keep, 

The guards may just as well go sleep. 
No use to rise before the light; 

God gives His loved ones sleep at night. 


The gift of children from the Lord 

Is both a blessing and reward. 

Like arrows in a warrior’s hand 

Are children to a family man. 

How happy, he whose quiver’s filled; 
It is his house the Lord shall build! 


Blessed are you who fear the Lord, 

For you shall not lose your reward. 
You’ll eat the crops you’ ve toiled to gain; 
Prosperity you shall attain. 

Your wife will be a fruitful vine 

Around your house by God’s design; 
Your children, strong as olive plants, 
Around your table’s full expanse. 


Behold, thus shall the man be blest 
Who gives the Lord his very best! 
May God from Zion bless you well 
And give you peace in which to dwell, 
And may you see Jerusalem 

Peaceful in the days to come, 

And may you live to see the days 
Your children have their own to raise. 
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Two Empty Chairs 


“We did the NFP [natural family planning] bit for awhile [sic]... and have 
felt revulsion over it ever since. During that time we might have had at 
least two more children.” Letter to the editor, Seattle Catholic, 2002 


Two empty chairs, each in its place— 
The kitchen table’s vacant space, 
Where our six children see the chill 
Of unworn seats, both standing still 
Like Tiny Tim’s by the fireplace. 


We timed the marital embrace 

To procreate at slower pace. 

That empty phrase means none shall fill 
Two empty chairs. 


Our family planning did erase 

Two precious souls we can’t replace; 
We chose ourselves above God’s will. 
Their nonexistence buys each frill, 
And never shall their presence grace 
Two empty chairs. 
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For Sophie Pakaluk Barrows 


Based on The Appalling Strangeness of the Mercy of God by Michael 
Pakaluk 


Before God made her soul and mind, 
Before her parents’ genes entwined 

To start life’s spark, 

To them each priest and doctor bade 
That no more children should be made 
To board life’s barque. 


For if her mother were with child, 

The hormones might spread cancer wild 
From one stray sprout, 

And anti-cancer weapons, maybe, 
Could be fatal to the baby; 

They’d be ruled out. 


With eyes of faith the future seeing, 

They brought their daughter into being— 
No unmade waif. 

No grounds were there for doctors’ fears— 
The cancer stayed away for years! 

The birth was safe. 


Although her mother still is missed, 
She’s still so grateful to exist 

By their endeavor. 

Thanks to her parents’ sacrifice, 
Someday she’ll live in Paradise 
With God forever. 
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Poets note: Sophie Pakaluk Barrows, born April 16, 1993, has four 
children as of the writing of this poem. 


Poetic Influence 
I 


His baby girl with Mom at home, 

The work bus carted him away. 

His mother emailed him a poem 

(Which he would read on break that day) 
About another doting dad, 

Who saw his baby daughter’s ear 

Of seashell shape and knew God had 

To have made that “miracle so dear.” 


That very night, he called his mother: 

“T finally know what freedom means: 
Time with my daughter, nothing other— 
I’m more than paychecks and some genes! 
My bond with her is not for sale! 

We can’t be strangers when she’s grown! 

I must escape this corporate jail 
Escape the boss and be my own 


'? 


His mother has no question whether 
That poem brought the two together. 


II 


I met a mom of two online; 

She said, “God’s opening my heart 
To give a third child’s life a start.” 
Right then, I felt a nudge divine 
To message her a poem of mine, 
Some pro-life thinking to impart. 
She printed it to set apart 

And in her journal to enshrine. 


I never learned what she would choose; 
Too soon, that online switchboard broke. 
The wires burned, no more we spoke. 
But though the end is still unheard, 

I have no doubt that God will use 

Those words to bless her with a third. 
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Poet's note: Both of these are true stories. The poem mentioned in (I) is 
my own “Gods Finger on Whittaker Chambers; ” the poem mentioned in 
(II) is my own “Elegy for the Child Never Conceived.” Both are 
published in this book. 


If you want to help make more miracles like this, please spread the poems 
in this book as far and wide as possible. 


Thank you for reading! 


